happy. It's good to be just plain happy; it's a little better * 3
to know that you're happy, but to understand that you're
happy and to know why and how, in what way, because of
what concatenation of events or circumstances, and still be
happy, be happy in the being and the knowing, well that
is beyond happiness, that is bliss, and if you have any sense
you ought to kill yourself on the spot and be done with
it. And that's how I was—except that I didn't have the
power or the courage to kill myself then and there. It was
good, too, that I didn't do myself in because there were
even greater moments to come, something beyond bliss
even, something which if any one had tried to describe to
me I would probably not have believed. I didn't know
then that I would one day stand at Mycenae, or at Phaes-
£os, or that I would wake up one morning and looking
through a port hple see with my own eyes the place I had
written about in a book but which I never knew existed
nor that it bore the same name as the one I had given it
in my imagination. Marvellous things happen to one in
Greece—marvellous good things which can happen to
one nowhere else on earth. Somehow, almost as if He were
nodding, Greece still remains under the protection of the
Creator. Men may go about their puny, ineffectual be-
devilmentj even in Gitece, but God's magic is still at work
and, no matter what the race of man may do or try to do,
Greece is still a sacred precinct—and my belief is it will
remain so until the end of time.
Jt was almost high'noon when the boat pulled in at Corfu.
Durrell was waiting at the dock with Spiro Americanus,
his factotum. It was about an hour's drive to Kalami, the
little village towards the north end of the island where
Darnell had his home- Before sitting down to lunch we
had a swim in front of the house. I hadn't been In the

